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Lhew mime  tRrtw anderiped—
1 et 2ot fadl  Well, wail, | woa'y
she 4 always swonisad kisd

Now 1 me vem lhlﬂlw
I poa my wardrobe's siate;

1 wuet ool ap my eVENIng vest—
Hy Juvel IV s rather ats -

T rummage for & s
And fah out gloves o match

Gireal Seott! oy Deel shirt's ol (Me wash,

.

ALL LB 0B ewds 8 Gaoh

) theead & poedlo—(f | con—
il am the mias wha Brasy
©f single tirvseda=ss 2ol see
If | can t mond Lhewe FPgs
This (hroad » oo ovarse . o else, perbhagl
My peodie % ton allm
The ichi ua poor or i Ay be
My night s getting tim M

Why werr roen s fMngers noly made
T drag and thamp and jerit

o thinting how v hi i1~ hasd
Woad got around thls marl

A0 Bvw aba'd smde aud Liwe ber thread
And ook w0 wise and cslm

Ani -thero’ [ vestabbed my 2ager througn
U, whal an ass | a0

The ¢look ticks g | mast make Dast,
Sinew ale denizeas —alas

For thoae nat onporiunitien
ur thon Thtless youth et pass®

Fur as she's single still, woo knows,
SOEME MFFR W S reine e

Fecoaps she' Ll mend ap e for e
Beture next (hrtstmad ave

Madeline S Bridges, (0 Judye

RTHUR se ated
himsel f upon
the floor, In a
ecorner of the
room farthest
from his moth-
er; he wrinkled
his eyebrows, puckered Lis mouth and
eramping his little fingers around a
stubby lead pencil began to write: and
this is what he wrote:

“DEAN BANTT CLAWS: Plase dont for Get o
P! my stockin.  As Id Hke A Sled an a par of
skaTes An plose giv MOTREr the vEry nickss
i sou BT We Live on French street,
First ChimuMly dowM 2 FL. 24T

Aurwra Hie

He stretched out his little pumb fine
fers. with asigh of relief; for printing
woas hard work for Arthur’s chabby
fist. Then he glanced fardvely over
his shombder, to make sure his mothes
was not looking—but nog stiteh, stiteh,
stitech her peedle went through the
heary coat, aod she ditl pot oace look
up. 5o he folded the precious letier in
2 palnstaking manner, and sealed it in
the envelove addreessed:

ME SANTY CLAWS ™

and stuffing it into his little pocket—
regurdiess of opposition on the part of
letter gr pockel—went softly out of the
room; but his quict movements ended
on the landing just outside, and he
tore down the stairs and through the
sireeis to the post office

Perhaps the thought that thero were
but two days before Christmas, and the
eonisequent {esar that the gentle re-
minder might pot reach Safta Claos in
time, gave the deeslike Sectuess to his
sturdy little feer

There was no one in the offee, =0 he
walited boldly np snd dropped the let-
ter through the siot, and walched it
sliding down the inclined plane ioto
the receiving box. Then, with a fear
of being detected, he ran out of the of-
flea, and, with his hands in his pockets,
scampereid bome.

Arthur's letter lay among the others
for & half hour or so. and then a elerk
Began asserting them for the malls.

“Here's & gooki one!™” and he langhed
heartily as be bheld up the erunpled
enveiope,

“Mr. Santa Clans!" and he Tanghed
sguin, in company with two or three
einries who had gathersd around him.

Jnst then the door opened and the
Ppostmasier came in .

The clerk held up the letter: “Mr,
Ranta Clans—address mot given! Are
you acquainted with the gentleman’s
residence "

Mr. Marris took the' anvelope and
Ianghed, also, 4= he glanced atit, and
was aboot to thraw (8 down, when a
sudden rision of fonr littie maids, with
an unquestioniog faith in Saota Claus,
roae before him.

“Perhaps | can find the gentieman,®
he anid, with a twinkle in his kind bhine
erves. and putting the envelope into lils
pocket e walkad awar

It waa Christmas eve.  Thera bhnd
been & heavy snowstorm the day be-
fore, and it had clenred off wvery coid
Tha people were moffled In fars to
their eyes-— I they bad e fors and
harrted alemg over the ering s,
which sang sharp little songs under
their feel The e wind weestisd
with them st the street sormers, wak.
Ing the gentlemen oateh wildlie g8 theje |
hats, and BAuttering ribbens and volls
in the fares of the (mdlies

Jack Frost playel course precticg]
jokes upon everybody and seerything
within his reach, so that the market
boays feit abiiged to ma with the pr
kevs and tarnips, blowing the while
npon their aching flagers or mahbing
Sheir smarting ears. .

The newsboys with mofers and
eaps pailed ciosely deown bheld their
papers under their arms and their

“ DO TOU A Post THE PRFSENTA WILL (OME THROUGH P

pleaming stars which blinkea merrily
down on the hurrying throng: and
thronzh uwocurtained windows were
glimpses of zay Christmas troes with

!' happy childran dancing aroound them,
 amd smiling fathers and mothers look-

ing on -

Holly wreaths huog in profusion and
festoons of evergreen and mistletoe
adorned the walls, and over these hap-
py scenes played the fickeriag light of
the “yule™ log's glow.

The church bells rang merrily, and
the orgran’s deopnote peelod forth upcn
the nirht winds: lights streamed from
the windows and through the doors as
ther swhng o and fro, while softly on
the listening ear stole the sound of
voloes singing of “Pouce on earth, good
will toward men."

biut the peace and warmth nnd glow
had not reached “French street, first
chimpey, two flights down.”

There was a little fire—just enough
to give it the name-—but it seemed an
empty title

The curtain was not drawn—what
nesd of that? since the frost had
worked so thick a sereen that not even
a loving star could peep in with a hap-
py Christmas greeting. Mrs Hill, with
an old shawl over her shoulders, sat
ciose to the table, with a dim kerosene

lamp beside her,
She was blue with the cold, and her

fingers wore so stiff that the needle
went laboriously throngh the heavy
seam. Ier tired eyes filled with tears
now and again, but she dashed them
away—every minute was precious: for
if the coat wus not floished to-night,
and taken buck—there was a sorry ont
look for to-morrow. And the thought
of the empty larder and coalhod nerved
her to frantic efforts at faster work-
fng: and when the chex vutside told

the hour of eight, it sent a colder theill |

throongh her frame.

Arthur, in spite of the ecold. had
pulled off one of his stoekings, and was
looking raefolly at a large hole in the
e

his mother, with a comical expression
on kis little mottied face.

0, Arthur, how you do wear your
stockings out! | mended them all up
last Saturday night” '

“But it comed right through azain!™
and Arthar glaneed from the vawning
stocking toe to his mother’s tived fuace,
then back again to the stocking.

Do yon s'pose the presents will come
through?”

“No, 1 am afraid they won't,” she
sitld, hall bitterly.

“Bot [ don't want ‘em to!” and he
looked up with a perplexed expression
at Ll mother, who was afraid lus pres-
ents wouldn't come through.

He sxamined the hole again, taking
its dimensions by thrusting three
fingers through it and stretching them
apart.

Yes, there was no doubt a good
sized toy eould squeeze throvgh that
hole.

“Can yvou mend it, mother™

0, Arthur, don't ask me todo any-
thing!" she apswered, fretinily, and
Arthur moved aswav a l'ttle: for never
in his Jife before had he bheard his
mother speak like that.

tat the next instant she reached out
her arm, and snatehed bm passionite-
Iy to her heart

**Arthor, dear, mother is sorry that
she spoke like that to you” and she
Kissed' the Hitle cold faece, while her
tears —so near the sarface ~rained over
her own face and his. *'| am tired, bmt
that Is no reason for my speakiog
eromsly to you: and mother will mend
the stocking befors she goes to bod.”

Arthur put his arms aronnd her neck.
*“You'll have a happy Christmas,” he
sokl, lookingz up into her face with
beaming eves: and her tears started
mitech as she Jookead at his hopefal face
and thanght of the gloomy prospect,

“1 wish | eonld make n fre and
warm youn before vou gn to Led,” she
sail. rubbing hiz bine cheeks with her
eold fingers, “and give you something
toeat "

*1 ain’t mach huagry,” he answered,
with a brave amiie

“1f I finish this eoat [n time | shal
got somelhing to sat, nnd | wil
fon up and give you some” and kisse
img him, she turped back o her work
aud bogan that weary stitoh, stiteh

Arthar humg np his stocking, an
Ming baek o his mother pulied the

1
shaw! away 3 Mtle and Liveed ber v
i

1

wage

the neck—n lorm of caress whieh

not interfore with the npeedle &
with & bkright Taee opened the bed

! poom door sl shat himsel! Howe
anld it yena! for the door hal beer chut

| afl dar. that whal heat thers was ¢

| might Bn kept in the %kilohen lie
would Hie ta haves apenesd it for o
ray of Jight from bis mothers dig

| lamp. bat b wonld make lwr enlden
o he kitked o Lic shoee not pasting |
with very mueh olse, for It wns oo |
eold o modress A mmped into bed

aid in 8 few minutes was fast pslespy,
dreaming. perhaps of Christmas foane
g and Sants Clans
Arthur hsd not been dreaming long
when 3 low Tnoel startled Moo 1,0
What conid it mean®™ Aond she t-oipn
Mad 3 jittie s sha walked 1o the door

sud opened (T

A kind-faced man with merry M-.-..'

eves wan stand ing thers he had rery
fat poekets. aned o aled in ove band and
& paresl in the other; saowi M:oL

= S ~

“Look!™ he said, holding it up befors |

T i—o-'.l.’ndu.éﬁ et 5 o

| trembled more than ever, but from
quite another emotion than fear.

Mr. Morris explained his errand; and
s he steppasd into the room there was
a sound of other footsteps in the little

centry. but he shut the door and un-
londed his plh‘ht“l-’l and laid his pﬂﬂl“ll
Wi,

“Aly children sent these things to
Arthar,” he said, langhing, as bags of
candy, nuts snd rasins enme out in
company with “jemping-jacks” and

| pioture books. I hope Arthar won't
| be offended,” and he drow a little doll
from the depths of one pocket

“My children are all girlis, and the
youngest one looked so disappointed
when | suppested that a doll was not
just the thing fora boy that I con-
cluded to bring it along.™

Mrs. Hill had bardly spoken: her
eyes required a great deal of attention,
and her lips bhad aon overmastering
tendency to trembie; Mr. Morris, to
relieve her, looked as little as possible
in Ler direstion.

But finally there was an end to
apples and oranges, toys. strings of
popcorn and eandy, and the rest of his
errand must be accomplished: so clear-
ing his throat, and looking hard at the
ceiling, he said:

“My wife thovrat the nicest thing
for the mother would be a ton of coal
and a barrel of flour.”

Poor Mre. Hill—poor Mr. Morris! for
it was almost as trying for one as the
other; he walked to the window and
exumined the frost-work; it was so
thick and fina that he glanced at the
stove pext, and then at the empty wood-
! box and seattle. The table, with its
dim light, row of spools and secissors,
with the unfinished coat in the chair,
told the story plainly.

Mrs. Hill looked up at last, and tried
i to thank him: and Mr. Morrs said how
; happy they had all been in answering
Arthur's letter; and he looked so happy
as he said it, that no one could have
doubted him. Then he opened the
door and 4 man sot a lurge baskel in-
side and ‘went away directly.
| *“Ishall see yom again, Mrs. HII,

and I hope you and Arthur will both
 have a very merry Christmas. Good-
' night,” and he had gone before Mrs
Hill conld speak. He went direectly to
n coul dealer and ordered a bag of coal
and a bashet of wood sent at once, and
did mot leave the place until he had
seen them on their way.

Mrs. Hill was still sitting in the chair
where Mr. Morcis had left her when
the heavy step of the men with the

tae doar, roused her from her reverie

The first thing she did after they had
gone was to make a rousing fire. How
it ernckled and snapped! and she bent
over the stove and rubbed her stiff
fiugers in the genial warmth. Then
she toolk Arthur's stocking, with the
yawning toe, and quickly mended the
big toe und put the toys in.  The candy
vags and strings of popeorn she hung
around it, und piled the apples and
oranges in a plate on the shelf above,
and stood the shining new sled beneath,
with the skates, mittens and wooien
senf hanging over it

What a fine show it mada! and bow
she longvd to eateh Arthur out of bed
to see it! hut she wanted the room to
et warmer first; and then there was
the basket to be unpacked.

She folded away the coat—not fin-
ished, buet that did not matter now—
nud smiled brightly s she picked ap
her spools and scissors and thonght of
the day of rest before her.

There was everything in that basizet
—at least so thonght M Hill. Two
pies: n loaf of cuke: snother of bread;
little heart-chaped cakes, sugared ir
{ pink and white; a plum pudding: bot-
tet: ten: coffee: sugar: eranberries: a
bag of swoeet potatoes: a squash: a tnr-
nip: two glasses of jelly, and a turkey.
The little table was londed; it fiad
never groaned beneath such a sveight
e {ore

Mrsa. Hill bhnng the holly wreath,
which himad lamn on the top of the basket,
in the window; then opeped the bed-
room door,

“Arthor,™ she said, softly, bending
over him: bat Arthar «Jdid net move
She kissed him on the ilps: he puck-
ered mp his mouth, opened §t, and
elosed it apain, =ith adeep breath, and
was as fnst “g‘nnp A% OTeT

“Arthur, o von waat to hear abont
Santfa Clapi®' The sleapy eyes apeaed

—— — . S———, S—

and be rabbed them wich his [tle flsta
"I thorght yod woald liks to hear
| abowt Hania Cloos yonr prosenta bave |
me
I Arthur was wids av s what
| oy weanld not haes heon cnran e
mt af bed
‘ -
! “Diedn’ e vome eP R ™ anl b wie
n e room dor, Mt eTtes 8-

blinking. iooking from the ¢
e table, amdl frem the talile bk ®
the ecimner. and thea up
mather s faee

She draw Rim to 'he

himney tn
to his

atore, amel sit-
ting down tonk him on ber gp

I didn’t speet w2 mnueh™ he ox
elpimed. finding his tongss a2t last
folly™ and risoping

hiz hande tag=ther he threw his ar s

o tightly arontd hia niother's ek

that he aearly stopped bher breath snd
! gave har & svmdids ki

““I'he stockin's fuil—an’ yru mendad
the hols'™ and be got dawn on the floor
' arvd pesrsd up nmdar it “ltsall sewad

U™ Thea ke pulied down the sisd

i
| ~owe ain't it jolly
|
1

coal and wond, and their lond knock at

sanlt, in the inteusity of his joy.

Then bhe and his mother had thelr
Christmas supper io the warm room,
with the fire-light shining through the
eracks of the usually prim old stove.
And they talleed of this glad evening—
for somehow the bittermess of ita be-
gioning hud passed from the mother's
mind, and the old carol which siogs
that “night is passed,” most fitly ex-
pressed the thought of her thankful
heart

“] can see a star!” Arthur cried, and
sure encugh, the frost hmd melied a
little, and a star was peeping in; oh,
more than one! two, ‘hm—.ru. several
shining down on the poor little home,
as they had shone, long years before,
on lonely Juda, and telling again the
old yet ever new story of the Christ.
elnld’s birth, and of love and peace on
earth. —Aunie J. Holland, in Household
Monthly.

CHRISTMAS GIVING.

Let It Be with a Loving Heart, and Noth-
—ing That You Begrudge.

It has been nearly two thousand
years since  the first  beautiful
Christmas gift ‘came on earth, acd it
wos received with gladuess and joy by
shepherd and king alike To-day, in
memory of that, I give you some little
trifls, because [ love you, but I give it
s0 ungraciously you scareely like w
take it. A pretty way to send a gift is
todo it up in one of the colored tissue
Dapers, tie it with the extremely
narrow ribbom that can be bought for
a few pennies, the whole twelve yards,
and so give vour friend the pleasure of
untying the mysterions box. of remov-
ing the pretty nbbons and of coming to
the surprise at last, the something for
which she has longed for many a day.
1 koow a woman who has wanted a pin-
cushion ten years, who in that time has
gotten two dinmond bracelets aad in-
numerable rings, but the long-loolked-
for pin-cushion bas pever come. She
still Impra for 1t. and believes that this
year will certainly briog it. You say:
“Why not buy it? Well, now, who
ever bonght a pla-cushion without the
intention of giving it to somebody else?
Itis always o somethiog given to you
and not bought.

Give with a loving and full heart,
and pever, under any circnmstances,
give that which you begrudge. Such a
gift will bear no fruit for you, not even
the honest fruit of thanks Youecan
guote as many times as you want that
“Unto him th#t hath shall be given,”
and so it shall, because it is just tnis
way, my friend: You possess the gifts
of gentleness and graciousness, of po-
liteness and of goodlness, nnd these are
gifts that call others to them. 1f peo-
ple are cross and disagreenbls there is
very slight inclination to wish them a
merry Christimas: if they are irritable
and snappish robody cares whether
they are blessed with o Christmas pres-
ent or not; but unto her who hath the
graces which I have cited will eertain-
ly come a basket [ull of good gilis,
“pressed down, shaken together and
running over.”"—Ruth Ashmore, in La-
dies’ llowme Joarnal.

Christmas Secrats.
You musta’t look in corners,
And you muatn't hear a sound,
Bereawe a flock of secroda
Is fiving all arvund

They'll pereh upoa the Christmas trees
When weary of their fight,

Or they 1l build thelr nextaln stockings
in ke middie of the night

But cateh them Christmas morning—
For dear old Santa sends
In évery one o sweet surprise
To his loving little friends
-Anus 3 Pratt, in Youid's Comgacion

IMAGINATION AND REALITT.

When he calls npon iter as the bollday
season approaches he finds her preocen-
pird and inelined to pase intently at his
foot. This mokes hix ife miserable, and
he never before realized how terribly
Iarge his fart really are.

E o £ srhing, wh K
< a hae r ST i
| b i b R -
te i el ey q
* el 1 vt
Kingleyr—i suappoee rom ha-r bhoughi
vl of your wife's Chrlsires o nte |
aren’t Tou
Kingo Al bt ome
Kingierr Whweh nne

il

Bingo— Mine —Mai! gnd Esorege

el o

THEY FRIEFARED THE MREAL

the sheep-camp
and, figurative-

— Iy = pe akiog,
eursed his day. Indeed, he may have
done so literally, for all I remember;
what | kpoow is that he pronounced
some formula to the effeet that a man
might as well be dead ss spend his
Christmas in a sheep camp.

I conldn’t help lgughing at him, be
seemed in such deadly earnest about i,
though the thought of the wife and
babies down at the ranch house on the
Rio Pecos went to my heart, and the
sight of the Old Man's hopeless eyes
moved my sympsathies a great deal more
than Corb’s loud lamentations.

Corb was our Adonis; a big. straight
young fellow, with hair like curly corn-
silk, & way that took with all the
women, and a roving fancy, and I
knew he was sighing to thinlk of the
feminine worlds he might have con-
quered during the Christmus festivities;
but the Old Man—it was easy to guess
that his faithfal heart was very sore
for somebody in particular. :

We three had been drifting sheep for
some six weeks down toward the Devil
river. The spotl we were now on had
plenty of sotol, but no water anywhere
near. Sheep will live very well, you
know, withont water, and get fat if
they have sotol; so our Mexican hauled
us a barrel whenever he could; and we
used it to drink and to ecok with, snd
the man who washed his face too much
was considered umpatriotic. It is, nmo
doubt, very shocking to relate, but we
were all extremely phtriotic, and, the
water supply chanecing to be just then
very low, there hadn't been a face
washed in camp for a weel. The work
of a sheep-camp is killingly hard, and
it is dirty. Traveling us we must, no
mun carries more ciothing than he ear-
ries on him, and sotol, catclaw and
mesquite thorn soon make rags of
them. Corb was siways hauodsome—
dirty or elean, whole or ragged. His
good looks lay in his lines and propor-
tions, and were ipeffaceable; but the
poor Old Man—never a beauly at his
best—grew simply hideous. He had,
with his clear, honest, light-gray eyes,
a stiff black Deard which, if left un-
shaven fortwo weeks, transformed bim
into a ferocious brigand.

We lind been hard at it slashing sotol
nll day, and were sitting., unusually
tired, Fagged and dirty, arcund the
camp-fire when Corb filed his protest.

*“Boys,” said L after the manner of
a Santa Clans, “what’ll you have for
Christmas™’

“A big bath-tub fall of water, n half-
gallon of cologne, anew suit of clothes,
and a dance to go to," answered Corb,
promptiy.

We both langhed; the wish was snch
« photograph of the boy and his ambi-
tivns,

“What'll 1 do for you, Old Man?" I
said,

“Well.” said the Old Man, modestiy,
and quite ns if he expected me to produce
them from somewhere, “I'd like n pair
of breeches—thesa are most fw bad-—
and some decent grub for the crovwd.™

That vwas the Old Man all over. A
little for himself and a preat deal pro
bono publico, That, with many cther
unobtruddve good Holnta why
those who knew the bashfal old fellow

wna

well<bhe was youngar, by the way.
| than Corh, | think - lovad him
i Suddenls Carb stond op spain ““De
liverunes!™ he anidl, dramatically, and

d tot the horwenn, where wesaw &

Ceibodbl crinasts SRS Eid g incasted 2

bt
’

wroup of hortemen making for us

“That's et hinge new  for Chrels tmas,
| anvhione.” W= adided trivmahantly.
T hen, with asudilen change of tones
“1Ide me; there's a cougple of raings

P Fablis in the lny-emt
toesall very weoll for mb 1o magh

i B8t e disreonfitnes Carb asul 1he ovld

i Mag The wile st habhiera o net s

gl 1e sepye sl Pty an vlean til mvy
[ T prize 8 depen: bt wa countiler
foalltha sama, 8 viean 1) h-_rf'l-.'l ng
| lact too v stwrp-eampe when foa St
™ ! #° = lonr U and mavy bae
ralely re #] 0 bhave mpeded {he

' vof destintion.  They come inne
encugh, Ve their hesrin. and

* thad eon'll e giad —

T -

e whe on

L

mesally know bt

by the time the crowd came up over the
divide.

When they came in among us we
had no one to blame with the inoppor-
tune visit; they were all tenderfeet,
Austin and Galveston people, the lead-
ing spirit a young lady, u Miss Helle
Hardin, who had been visiting at the
ranches above, and & few days at my
place, and was pow riding down to
take the Galveston, Harrisbure & San
Antonio road home, her baggage hav-
ing preceded her. They intended to
stop and take supper with us, and then
ride on ten miles to the ranch below in
the moonlight., which was very fioe

How should I know thad the whaole

wild excorsion—{or it was & wild one
for Iadies at that time of the year—hud
been nudertaken at the command of
one imperfous young woman, because
she wanted to see the Old Man Lefore
she left? But 1 did know it, as well asif
she had told me in so many wonds, by
the time Miss Belle's disappoiuted eyes
had roamed ever the entire camp, taken
in the inside of the tent, cruelly tnrned
open to their gaze, and turned inquir-
ingly to me.
1 would have told her, Instinctively,
that the Old Man was buey about some-
where, and wonld be in direetly; bot
the devil conpseled Corb to say, in a
most aggravating and public manner:
*“The Old Man—that's what we call Mr.
Bassett down here—out and run when
he saw whoyou folks were. Ile's not
fixed for company, you sce, and he's
not very sociable, suyhow; guess we
won't miss him."”

The flush that rose on Miss Belle's
cheek boded ill for the Old Man, Isaw
the thought rise in her pretty. sogry
face, that if she could brave a long,
hard ride in an nupropitious scusom,
and the ridicule of those with her, by
persisting that she liked it and was
taking it for pleasure, it was as little
as he could do to welcome her gladly.
Why should she go hanging after a rec-
rcant suitor, here, where the besi in
that line goes a-begging? She turned
sharply and interested herself violent-
ly in the camp and its equipments
Fortuvately, the crowd announced that
they had brought grab with them, or 1
don't know how they would have
supped. Amalio had oot yet returned
from bis last trip for supplies, and we
were protty nearly reduced to enting
s0tol with the sheasp.

Finaliy, when 1 bad seen the lot of
them, with Corb to help, st work open-
ing esus, boiling coffee and f-ying ham,
and the ladies, with thefr habits tucked
up, fossing ovor the eamp-fire and Jook-
ing wonderfully pretty and sweet in
their 'l!lﬂ)l‘“‘l surroundings, 1 strolled
down to the thicket to see how fared
the 0id Man.

He had seen who our visitors were,
and he was the most woe-begone, for-
saken-locking ereature you ever saw,

“l had my needls and thread with
me, and I've toggled up my clothes =0
they look some better,” he said
“Coulda’t you, please, get me just a lit-
tle bit of water?”

“Can you, frisnds, refuse me water—
Can you, when I dis soscon™

quoted Corb. who had foliowed me, in
fiendish enjorment this ahject re-
quest—but somaethi the Old Man's
eyes went to my heart. Poor, blunder-
ing, old black moth, fluttering afler a
star. For I had no doubt Miss Belle
merely wanted to see him to assure
herself that she conld justiy hang his
sénlp among the many other trophics of
that natare she was taking howe o
Galveston from the plaiox, and | sharp-
Iy told Corb to go aboutl his proper
husiness — entertzining the visitors—
snd though it wenl against my con-
relence, for the sopply was fearfully
low (and suppose somethbiag delaved
Amnlia’) 1 wet ome and of & towel and
conveyed it 1o the Old Man, and sann-
terad back to the mernry pienisk.
ing gronp &t the fire, reflecticyg
on the foily of all mankind in general,
and young foiks in partirniar, Whet
madnsss made the Old Man wet his
faney on a girl Jike that? A belle, &
heanty, & potted, apailed ohild of for
tene, who would omlr Jook st him, 1
was firmiy convinesd W counthim off
fs one more, " #s the knitting women
oeanted heads gt the gmillotine in the
relgn of terror.  Not but whet he was
good enoagh—and démbly roed enough
—for anv woman, and a tolersbiy good
mately, bt eonld 1 basme 8 mers
wimnan, withont the chesace | had for
kpowing. if she shounld rale Corhs
vyes g loches above the (N4
Man's heart of grold®

Foor 0ld Man! When he came lag-
cing and shambling into exmp he waa
enFtioug byl vaur patinn of & o sooeas
ful Hir fare wat red with
wrhfn! mimary, and | had never knoap
ejprt Hoaw wlhite hiseres ookl Fleaw
from the thleket of & siz weris’
beand, Miss fielle onploted Yis dis-
oo fitare by npdding v kim atee her
spouddes, and then, e M struek br o w
wudivien thonghl, offering her hand and

sirely

- e

1 venr pg the s apnegl |n the
“Tuns ey 3id ra *he ppErrach-

‘ W DTy .".. t to the 1T east of
tha ram Yes, rom il nt Cark

| woe yorn mhen we  frse

ering 1 forgei: | believe §aidyd
eame " This

| a4 T esn entertais Ui 2it™ snd ke | WHhen we Smee byt thees men in samr,

v
srreh pod e vite west of the cpepn,

824 be made for ibend was out of sizit | 70 vobmded by the camplire wnd |

There wis » tangied thicket of | "8  rather

transparent and  very
eratnious: but it did for the Gli Man

"anyway—was for the shoep.

when Miss Beli
were large and frightensd.

“Do you really think there will b g
storm? she raid.  *l mmn such = baky
about storms (ress, grown women

as | am, | slways break for 3
and bide my head io her lap when ons
comes up at howe, and out bere on the
prairie 1 koew it wuuld scare me
death. ™ 2 d
I reassured her, told her thad
squall, f it came at all, would
strike before morning, and rode
through the flocks 1o the eamp.
That was s Christmas pictare
be forgotien. ‘The sleeplag
couched peacefuliy bemesth the /1,8
wonder of a Texas moonlight nights
the sweep and swell of the low, grassy
hills and piain, very Jike, 1 foney, t0
that coontry where the ahepherds
watched thelr flocks ut night nearly
two thousand yenrs apo, when the
angel of the Lord awakened them snd
sung to their ravished ears the )4l
Clirstmas carol :
I Tound ke two boya very low
their minds.  We all had the !
prisoner must have whea the oy
go out and leave him nlone agnio with
his four walls, sod as we were all &
beat we prepaved allently and expedls
tiously 1o twra in. | = -
That was the worst misealenlat
ever made on anorther.  We had
closed our eyes when it was o us; fire
with a rattling dash of rsin like s <
charge of musketry, then the wel tanb
was vunked from above us by a :
ful gust and dashed dripplog npon
campfire, and we ware in plichy
pess, no hint of moon, snd la the i’
dls of a spitting, clawing ther.
Fortunately the temperature fell
than in any such storm | have sver o
perienced. and we wera not so de
veratelr colid.
Our first thought, of course—or

K

worthies, who aremndoubledly st ¢
the most idiotie mnd obstinate of
beasts, always break for the
when 3 storm  eemes on, L4 W
der nbout 1l thelr Jew
ftirst sodden with moistare and
frowen o ice, when they lie down
fortably sud dio—and a @man's
with them.

Weo raced down among them

presence: bt she -
head upmm his branet and o
nod the (dd Man ginneed uvp andes
wa i e themght the universe mighiln
Indivtalle for (he trouble: “\flaep
threw her dn the Motm, -
evenched hee prlis and sl i
atd apuleen up and 1 found her
there erying nwl hrooghd her T A
“1 mewer was o frightensd 408
TEe™ sabil Misa Dalle, with Ue
of & retarn of her 4 M
Alan found mon: P owith M
guent bwk"1 was all Figa o
tnrmes bmin when e fopmd o
was guing Ao reteh v and A
epuld rency heee and | gt
f2om the sexdfleyil =l ¢
ety Wal’

W

Ther eomm, Weot ssvote  We oy

!




